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A hot fire was now being directed on to the machine
from ranges varying from fifty to five hundred yards. It
was not a pleasant situation. Seventy or eighty miles of
open plain lay between us and our camp, and we had no
conveyance but a broken aeroplane : our fate must be
either captivity or death : two of our comrades had
recently had their throats cut in similar circumstances.

" Do you see that fellow in blue ? " said the pilot,
pointing to a ferocious individual brandishing a curved
cutlass. " I think he must be an officer by the way he's
encouraging the others. We'd better give ourselves up to
him when the time comes."

I agreed, but doubted that the time would come.

Bang ! Baghdad was now definitely cut off from com-
munication with the Euphrates. That was something,
little enough, but something accomplished to earn the
long repose before us.

Silence. The rising wind swept sand in our faces. The
sky was of an incredible sapphire. Why was Nimrod
buried here ? Why didn't the enemy shoot ? When would
this agony be over ?

I destroyed a few papers1 and then, more with the idea
of doing something than with any hope of getting away,
we started up the engine. Directly we did so, the Arabs,
who had been alarmed by the second explosion, again
opened fire on us, although they still hesitated to advance.
The situation was becoming ridiculous, so I climbed
on board and determined to try taxi-ing away. The
pilot, who knew the difficulties, did not accompany
me.

After disentangling the wires that had whipped round

1 We had instructions not to damage the aeroplane in the event of a
forced landing, for the Turks would have been unable to fly it, and it
would have come into our hands again had we captured Baghdad.